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the phantom sailor.

It was also too much for the 
patience of four honest boys. Some
thing must be done to unmask the 
impostor, for such it was now 
decided that the stranger must needs 
be. And bo, as the sea fog was 
creeping over the town, this volun
teer policé force proceeded to Aunt 
Sukey’s. The light of a tallow 
candle shed its little ray fiom the 
window of the house as the boya 
drew near. The eky beyond was 
grey with night and fog, and no 
sound was heard bat the ceaseless 
murmur of the tide upon the bench.

A harried council being held, four 
boys set ap a shrill incoherent yell. 
There was mo reply. Then Sammy 
Hodgson, throwing into hia piping 
voice as much manliness of tone as 
he could command, cried, “Bill 
Drinkwater I come out and show 
yourself!” There was something 
awesome and uncanny in this irreve
rent invocation to the name of one 
long since been numbered with the 
dead, and when the door was thrown 
open and the sailor rushed forth into 
the darkness and the fog, each 
individual boy took to hia heels and 
ran as if for his life ; nor did he stop 
until each one was safe at home, 
where he told this tale.

Aunt tinkey had been" bustling 
about her narrow room, making 
ready a late supper, for she had par
taken of an early and frugal tea 
before her long-lost Obed had shown 
himself at her door. While she 
chatted with him, learning of hia 
strange adventures on the Spanish 
main, where he had been cast away 
twice, and where he had been 
severely ill with the Panama fever, 
she toasted a bit of salt .cbdfish, 
pounded it soft with a mortar-pestle, 
buttered it, and put it by the fire ; 
and, while she carefully measured 
off a drawing of tea, using the top 
of the tea-caddy for a measure, 
smiling to think that she need not be 
so economical, now that Obed had 
come home, a shrill cry, as in deri
sion of her joy, rese on the evening 
air without.

“ Land sakes alive 1" she cried. 
“ What’s them pesky boys up to now 

~T wonder?”
Then, as she wondered, she heard, 

with a chilly shiver creeping over 
her, Sam Hodgson's demand that 
Bill Drinkwater, who was drowned 
at sea should come forth.

She put down the tea-caddy, 
dropping some of the precious grains 
of her Souchong as she did so, and 
looking at the young sailor. With 
something that sounded like an oath, 
he seized his cap, and dashed out 
the door ; and he never was seen in 
Fairport from that day to this, 

ii.
Eleven years afterward, I had 

completed my education in school, 
academy, and college, amj was at 
woik, with all the kindling ambition 
of a tyro, on the great New England 
newspaper, which my readers will 
recall (at least the elder ones will), 
when I mention the name of The 
Palladium. It was my ambition, 
secretely confided to my own heart 
and to Angelina, to be the editor-in- 
chief of The Palladium. But that 
consummation, so devoutly wished, 
was very far off, even to the most 
sanguine of young reporters “ work
ing on space ” and paid at a very 
low rate indeed. But nothing is im
possible to a young fellow who has 
UiB fortune to carve out for himself, 
and who has, as I had at that time of 
life, a strong imagination and vigor
ous' health. Moreover, Augeline’s 
father, who was in the custom house, 
under a Whig administration, had 
promised us that we should be 
married when I should be promoted 
to a regular sit,” which meant that 
this desired event could only take 
place when I was on a regular salary, 
So, of course, a great deal was pos
sible, for a great deal was to be 
done.

The crisis came for me most 
unexpectedly one wild and stormy 
March evening. I ha'fl planned to 
help Charley Whiting on the musi
cal and dramatic that night, for that 
would give me a chance to take 
Angelina to sec Warren, and I had 
promised to call for her if Charley 
would only agree to my proposition.

At half-past six, just as Charley 
came panting up the stairs that led 
lo the editorial rooms, old Sanger 
came out of his den with a bit of 
ship news in his hand. Sanger was 
usually known as “ Old Salt,” for 
he was shipping-news editor, and 
know, or thought he knew, more 
about ships, shipping and navigation 
than any other living man. Seating 
himself carelessly on one corner of 
the musical and dramatic dealt (and 
only Old Salt and the editor-in-chiel 
grre allowed this familiarity), Mr. 
Sanger asked : -

“ Does anybody in the city room 
know anything about the reported 
fall of the Sargent’s Ledge light
house?”.

Of course, nobody knew anything 
of the kind. If he had, it would 
have been hia duty to tell of it as 
soon as be could run to the office. 
YékpThe Palladium prided itself on 
being ahead of every other news
paper In the United States, not to 
say the world. Jerry Collins did 
say, however, that there was a 
rumor down among the wharves and 
docks that Sargent’s Ledge light 
had gone down in the March gale 
that had prevailed for three days 
past. But Jerry, who was a born 
newspaper man, and who, poor

fellow I was killed at Port Hudson 
years afterwards, while in General 
Banks’s command, had not been 
content to abandon this as a rnmor 
until he had run the thing down to 
what seemed to have been merely 
the statement of an ancient mar
iner that “ if this here gale continued, 
Sargent’s Ledge light would her to 
go.”

Then Old Salt read, with great 
deliberation, from hia slip as follows :

Herm. brig I William & Sally,’ 
from Fairport, Maine, with a cargo 
of codfish to llommenway & Sons, 
February 27, reports heavy weather 
outside ; shipped a sea in N. W. 
Channel, and lost one able seaman, 
Timothy Holbrook, overboard ; also 
deck-load lumber. The light on 
Sargent’s Ledge was not burning. 
Snow flying thick at the time, and 
heavy sea running."

“ The skipper of the ‘ William & 
Sally ’ may have been deceived,” 
said Mr. Sanger, shaving hia cheek 
with the edge of his right hand, as 
was his wont, while be scrutinized 
the bit of paper before him. “ He 
may have been deceived, for the 
snow was blinding, and it must have 
been dusk when he passed Sargent’s 
Ledge, off Sequansett.”

The old man, solemn with import
ance, passed into the chiefs room, 
from which there presently came a 
summons for Jerry Collins to appear. 
There was a long and anxious con
sultation, at the end of which the 
chief came forth, followed by Old 
Salt and Jerry.

“ There is a reasonable ground 
for believing that Sargent’s Ledge 
light house had been swept away by 
the gale,” said the editor-in-chief, 
“ and it is very important that ‘The 
Palladium ’ should have the facts. 
1 have decided to send one of you 
young gentlemen to Sequansett to 
ascertain the facts. Mr. Guild, 
what time does the next train for 
Sequansett leave the Old Colony 
depot?”

Mr. Guild consulted the time
table and said :

‘ Half past six, sir.”
‘ Half-past six !” said the chief, 

with a faint show of excitement. 
“Half past six I Why, zounds, sir, 
it is now twenty-seven minutes past !”

Guild bowed his head meekly, as 
if he were responsible for the late
ness of tho hour, and murmured :

1 True, sir.”
- And this is the last train to

night, I take it, Mr. Guild?”
“ No other train out until eight- 

twenty to-morrow morning, air,” 
answered Guild, sadly.

A solemn stillness prevailed in 
the office, and wo could hear the 
ticking of the old clock in the tower 
far above our heads. It was, in
deed, a crisis. In those days there 
were no telegraphic wires ramifying 
through every part of the country. 
One line connected two or three of 
the largest cities on the Atlantic 
sea-hoard, and over this we had, 
every- night while congress was in 
session, at least two hundred words, 
giving the fullest summary of all the 
important news from the national 
capital. There were very few rail
roads, and many queer devices, un
known in these modern days, were 
resorted to by the new-gatherers. 
Our European advices were sent 
from Cape Race by carrier-pigeons, 
and the arrival of an ocean steamer 
mail, with a new part of one of 
Charles Dicken’a stories, was an 
event to bo celebrated by the issue 
of od extra edition of “ The 
Palladium.”

But here was a hare possibility of 
Sargent’s Ledge light-house being 
destroyed, and “ The Palladium” 
would be obliged to come out in the 
morning with nothing more than a 
pharagraph beginning with that 
hateful phrase, “ It is rumored.” 
It was not to bo thought of. Sar
gent’s Ledge lighthouse was one of 
the wonders of modern engineering 
and architecture. It was built on a 
set of iron stilts, so to speak, the 
iron bars being sunk deep into a 
ledge ot rock, and the light-houae 
perched tit the apex of the structure, 
like a martin-box at the top of a pole. 
There must be a light on Sargent’s 
Ledge, and the contriver of this 
structure had offered to show hie 
failli in its power to endure the 
storms of the Atlantic by taking up 
his permanent residence in the 
house. But there wore reasons why 
this handsome offer could not be ac
cepted. And now to think that the 
famous light-house should be swept 
away, and “ The Palladium ” not 
able to say an)Ttiling about it next 
morning I The thought was mad
ness.

« “ We’ll have a special engine I” 
cried the chief.

It was as if we had had an electric 
shock. Every man started, and 
each was only restrained by the 
severe discipline of the office from 
crying “hurrah 1” In those far-off 
days, newspapers did not run special 
trains or have special dispatches, 
and the determination of our illustri
ous chief to hire a special locomo
tive to go to Sequansett for the 
verification of rumor wasNapoleonic.

“ What is the inn to .Sequansett, 
Mr. Guild?” asked the chief.

“ An hour and forty minutes, sir," 
said Guild.

“ An hour and forty' minutes will 
give us lime to spend two hours in 
Sequansett gathering the news, if 
there is any (and let us hope there 
ia none,”) said the chief, reverently, 
and time to get back to the office at 
one o’clock in the morning. Mr. 
Gay you may keep back the forma 
until Iwo-tifteen—not one minute 
later. We shall be back in time to 
have the facts, whatever they may

be, in every edition of the paper.” The weather had been thick for two 
This was decisive and to the point. | days. “As thick as all possessed, 

But the chief had not intimated who the Amphibious laid. It had been
was to go on the expedition of high 
emprise. I thought of Angelina 
and of Angelina’s father’s promise, 
and perhaps I showed in my ex
pression my eagerness to go. Look
ing around the office, with a queer 
air of searching for somebody, the 
chief said ;

“We will.give this task* to the 
youngest man on the paper, Mr. 
Rivers, lake your instructions from 
Mr. Gay. Go to the publication 
office for money to pay your incident
al expenses. I shall send Mr. Oliver 
at once to the station to engage the 
locomotive to carry you on your 
journey, and I wish yon great suc
cess and as pleasant a trip as can be 
expected under the circumstances.” 
So saying, the chief turned and rev 
entered his private office.

To say I was delighted at my un
expected good luck, evén transport
ed, would faintly describe my 
elation. My associates crowded 
around mo with hurried congratula
tions, wishing me success, and ex
pressing their envy of my great 
good fortune. I felt like a young 
Columbus, fitted out with a fleet and 
gifted with all the means for a 
voyage of discovery.

“ What if there is nothing in the 
rumor?” Of course it was Guild 
who threw this damper on my spirits. 
Guild was always saying unpleasant 
things.

“ Then 1 The Palladium ’ will be 
the oply paper to say to-morrow 
morning that there is no truth in the 
rumor that Sargent’s Ledge light 
has been destroyed,” said Old Salt, 
proudly.

“ Good for you, Old Salt I” cried 
Jerry Collins. “ Spoken like a true 
newspaper man. We will have a 
display head, whatever happens. It 
will be a big sensation, anyhow ; 
and the old 1 Palladium,’ as usual, 
will lay over all the other papers.”

But there was no time for idle 
talk. I must be away from the 
station by seven o’clock, as the very 
farthest, and every minute now was 
precious. I had no time to go and 
sec Angelina, hut I scribbled a line 
to her on the back of a visiting-card 
as I rumbled and rolled in an omni
bus that took me half a square from 
my lodginge. I informed Angelina 
that I had been sent out of town on 
a 'most important errand, and that 
wè must give up seeing Warren, for 
that night, at least. My landlady’s 
son, a freckled-faced urchin of tender 
years, was glad to run with this 
message, stimulated by a promise of 
handsome reward. With joy and 
excitement I harried en a few extra 
wraps, for the night was bitter cold, 
and I was soon rushed out of the 
Old Colony depot on a locomotive 
bound for Sequansett.

There ia no need of telling of the 
flying and exciting trip to the south 
shore. The engine rocked from side 
lo side, unbalanced' as- she was by 
any weight of train. The anew flew 
over the roof of the little cab in 
which we were ensconced, the en
gineer and fireman taking turns at 
keeping a lookout ahead. But there 
was no danger of a collision ; we 
had the road to ourselves until next 
morning at eight-twenty. There 
was no telegraph wire, however, 
to warn of our coining, and it was 
within the bounds of possibility that 
some other special engine might be 
out in the thick, ijark night on a 
mysterious errand. Breathless we 
sped along, plunging into the dark
ness, shooting through quiet and 
sleeping villages, or anon rushing 
past a red light in the storm which 
showed where some tavern-tipplers 
were lingering over their hot toddy, 
loth to go home.

I dozed in a corner of the cab, 
even the excitement of the trip fail
ing to keep me awake, for I had been 
np late the night before, and the 
monotony of the rattle of the loco
motive lulled me to sleep. The hoar 
and forty minotes stretched to two 
hours before the engineer, shaking 
me by the shoulder, cried, “ Look 
sharp, young feBcr, we’re coming 
into Sequansett medders.’

Sure enough, T recognized the 
long stretch of salt meadows, now 
dimly seen through the driving snow, 
which skirt the ancient town of 
Sequansett. The engine was slowed 
np ns we rambled over the bridge 
that spans Smith’s Ran, when the 
fireman, taming his gaze seaward 
for an instant, cried, “ By Jehosap. 
hat ! the light’s gone out on Ser
geant's Ledge !”

The village of Sequansett was as 
quiet as llie-grave when we rattled 
into the engine-yard near the station, 
lo the great amazement of the only 
watchman 6n duly. This man, 
rough and amphibious in appearance, 
I at once addressed myself.

“Tell me,” I said, with an anxious 
feeling that my errand -might, after 
all, be bootless, “ how about Sar
gent’s Ledge light? Has anything 
happened to it?”

“ Happened to it?" said the 
cynical half-salt, half-farmer, “ wai, 
yes, she’s gone to pieces, slick and 
clean ; nothin’ left but a passel of 
crooked braces. But you can’t see 
’em—too thick to see anything."

Then it was true my journey had 
not been undertaken fur nothing. 
“Tho Palladium" would have the 
only account of the loss of Sargent's 
Ledge light, to-morrow morning. 
But how to get that account ! The 
Amphibious could not tell me any-

reported, however, that Dan More, 
“ a lebsterer,” who lived at the edge 
of the shore, “jost beyond the ma’eb,” 
knew something of the affair. It 
was said that he had seen the light- 
honee fall. f

“ Was not anybody caved from 
the people in the light ?”

“Nary one. Seven of ’em. Not 
one ever heerd on since the storm 
set in. Pore critters I They all 
went together.”

From the Amphibious I learned 
the wav to Dan More’s hut, a lonely 
habitation where lived a recluse, in 
ill repute with the villagers, who 
seemed to resent bis solitariness as 
something like a personal alight up
on the whole body politic. Ho was 
“sort of shakyi in his upper story,” 
the Amphibious said, plainly mean
ing that he was different from all the 
rest of the villagers in his non-com 
mnnicativenese. Here was an un. 
promising aubjeot for an enterprising 
reporter. But the difficulty of the 
situation only inspired mo witli new 
zeal as, leaving directions with the 
engineer as to our future move 
meats, I pushed my way across a 
dreary waste of snow.

After a long struggle witli the 
blasts that blew across the shore 
and marsh, and with the uneven and 
haW-obliterated road to tho beach- 
breathless and tired, I reached the 
door of a cabin, one half of which 
had been adapted from a ship’s 
caboose and the rest from the spoil 
of farmers’ fences, and all of which 
was as black and forbidding as 
witch’s hovel. A vigorous knock on 
the door of the hut brought no re
sponse. A few kicks and thumps 
were no mofwjspccessful. All was 
darkness and silence. Perhaps the 
old man was not at home. And he 
was the only person who could give 
“The Palladium” the account that 
mnat be printed to-morrow morning !
. I tried the latch of the door. It 

was fast, but the rattle of this primi
tive contrivance evidently aroused 
the solitary inmate, for he cried out :

“Hallo, there 1"
“Does Mr. Daniel More live 

here?” was my answer.
“No, but eld Dan More lives 

here,’ was the surly reply, and I 
heard the creaking of boards, as 
though somebody was getting out of 
bed and shuffling over the floor. 
Then there was an unbarring of the 
door, and, by tho light of the snow, 
I caught a glimpse of a shaggy 
figure half-clad and evidently just 
aroused from sleep.

“I have come down from the city, 
Mr. More,” I said, “to get the par
ticulars of the destruction of the 
Sargent’s Ledge light. I under- 
stand that you saw it?”

“Yes,;I saw it go, and an ever- 
lastin' shame it was; but how did 
yon come from the city at this time 
o’ night? The last train got in 
more'n half an hour ago. Don’t 
b’lieve you.” And the man looked 
at me with an unpleasant expression 
of suspicion, perceptible more in hia 
tone of voice than on his face, for 
It was too dark to see that,

“I came down on a special en
gine,” I explained. “I belong to 
‘The Palladinm,’ and we want to 
print an account of the disaster in 
the paper to-morrow morning.”

“Wal, I swan to man I” said Daniel 
More. “Come in.”

Once inside, and in the presence 
of the man who had aeon the light
house go to wreck, I felt my spirits 
rise. More struck a light, and, as 
the feeble raya of the candle il
lumined hia face, I saw a handsome, 
though sea-beaten visage, black 
curls plentifully mingled with gray, 
and a full gray beard that swept his 
bare and hairy breast. There was 
something familiar in hia manner, as 
if he were some one whom I had 
met in a previous and far-off ex
istence.

Holding the candle close to my 
face, as if to scan every lineament 
of it, he looked me carefully all over 
from the fir cap on my head to the 
snow-covered boots on my feet, and 
said again, “Wal, I swan to man !"

Then, placing the light on a rude 
table made from a flour-barrel, he 
stirred open the fire from the ashes 
and embers, threw on an armful of 
drift-wood, and said : /

“Wat, youngster, begin.
“But I want yon to begin,” I said, 

with some impatience, for the 
precious time fast slipping away, 
and '"this ponderous old fellow 
showed no sign of being ready to" 
communicate anything. “Now 
then, lie down in your bunk there, 
and tell me what you know about 
the destruction of the light-house ; 
that’s a good feilow ; when did it 
happen?”

Daniel Mtore deliberately tumbled 
into his bank, looking curiously at 
me, anti making onco more his re
mark of astonishment. Then, slow
ly settling himself for a chat, he 
asked :

“Bo you one of them reporters— 
one of them fellers that write for 
the papers ?"

I told him that I was, and that I 
should be very much obliged if he 
would tell me hia story as soon as 
possible, as I must get back to the 
city by one o’clock at the very latest. 
With that I whipped out my note
book and pencil, seated myself on a 
box near the side of the bunk, find 
waited for Dan to begin

It was a wild and atomy day
thing about it. lie only knew that nigh the end of March when an on 
the light house was gone, and that common gale from the nor-nor-cast
the people in the village could not 
have seen it go, even if they had 
been watching for the catastrophe.

----- ” he began.
“Hold on ! hold on !” I cried, in 

dismay. “That’s not the way. Tell

language. I’ll put in the big words 
afterward."

“What, yauog man !” said Dan, 
raising himself on hie elbow, sad 
looking incredulously at me. “Do 
yon mean to say that my etory isn’t 
a-goin’ into the paper?”

“Certainly it Is, but net In that 
way. Can’t you understand? 
shall put in year story and not your 
talk.”

With some difficulty I impressed 
on the puzzled man the idea that be 
was to tell me all he knew In as 
simple language as possible. Then 
he settled himself, and went on with 
bis tale.

It is not necessary that I should 
retell the old and tragical story of 
the wreck of Sargent’s Ledge light
house. Daniel More was the only 
witness who beheld from the shore 
the fearful disaster wrought by that 
wild March storm. Hie tale has 
become, in the lapse of years, a sea
side classic. And I am proud to 
say that the narration first found 
publication in the columns of “The 
Palladium."

But Dan bad been out all day, 
and during the night before, doing 
what he could to find.the bodies of 
the lost and wrecked from the light 
house. I did my best to write down 
his exact words, but he repeited 
himself so often, and so doubled on 
himself, and used so many localisms, 
that it was difficult for me to keep 
the run of hie talk. Every now and 
then, after trying to straighten out 
what I had written, I would raise 
my eyes from the flsh-box which 
served as a writing-table and cry, 
“Now go on, Mr. More!” only to 
find him fast asleep. The night was 
wearing away, and I would fly at 
him, shake him vigorously. Then 
he would cry, -‘Avast heavin’ !" and 
begin again with a sleepy ignorance 
of all that had gone before.

Once, with the perspiration oozing 
from my forehead, as I began to 
fear that I might fail, after all, I 
was aroused by a tremendous snore.
I looked at the mariner with some
thing like anguish. Here was this 
unfeeling wretch fast asleep, and 
everything depended upon his story 
being printed in “The Palladinm” 
next morning. I thought of Ange
lina, of Angelina’s father in, the 
custom-house, of the fellows in the 
office who would envy or deride me 
accordiog to my success or my de
feat, and of the chief, who could 
make or unmake me. And there 
was that aged ruffian fast asleep.

In his sleep he looked more than 
ever like the handsome young fel
low whom I must have met in some 
previous slate of existence. As I 
shook him again, my eye fell upon 
bis right hand, on the back of which 
waa tattooed the device of a red 
lady leaning on a bine anchor. Like 
a flash, It all came back to me. For 
an instant, I forgot the light-house 
on Sargent’s Ledge, “The Palla
dium,” and even Angelina and An
gelina’» father. I saw a bronze
cheeked and handsome young sailer 
sauntering down the green lanes of 
Fairport, swinging hia handle and 
stick as he walked into Mother 
Hubbard's door way.

Turning heavily, the old Impostor 
muttered, “It’s all along o’ them 
blasted cables that the lubbers rig
ged ont for braees. If it hadn’t 
been for thorn, Sargent’s Ledge
light-----” Tho real of the sentence
was lost in an inartieulato gurgle.

Shaking him once more, I bawled 
into his ear : .

“Halloo there I how are . you, 
'Fayette Hnbhard?”

Mr. Daniel More straggled feebly 
into wakefulness, and said, peevish
ly :

“Le’ me alone I I thought you had 
got through.”

And he was sinking off to sleep 
again when I cried :

•‘How are you, Bill Drinkwater? 
How are you, Obe Morey?”

The aged sinner sat up, wide 
awake.

“Oho !’’ he laughed with glee. 
“I guess you’re a Fairport boy.”

I acknowledged that I was, and, 
although the pressure of my errand 
came back upon me with redoubled 
force, and the time was fast flying, 
I could not help asking him why he 
he had been tempted to personate 
three missing men, and thna to 
cheat three poor women into the re
newal of an old grief.

“Wal, you see, youngster,” be 
explained, “I waa a-voyagln’ with 
all three en ’em. They was smert 
boye. I met ’em, one after another, 
in them wild days of mine. We 
was chums, we was. That ia to say, 
we waa mess mates, at odd times, 
and friends alias. When- I heerd 
tell that ’Fayette Hubbard wee lost 
on the coast of Afriky, I felt mighty 
bad. And three year afterward, 
when I was told that Bill Drink
water and Obe Morey, all from the 
same place, had gone to Davy 
Jones’s locker, it seemed kind o' like 
a spécial providence. Yea, it did.”

“And so yon thought it would 
help things along if yon went to 
Fairport and lied to the poor old 
women ?”

“Avast heavin’ there, young fel
ler I I didn’t do no each a thing. 
I was in Belfast, discharged sick, 
and was to be sent to the Ohelsoa 
Hospital. But I waa took In band 
by a clever old lady. She kep’ a 
sailor boardin'-house, and set me on 
my pine ag’in. Just then the Old 
Nick happened to put it into my 
head that I might take a run over to 
Fairport and see the old folks. I 
had never be’n there, and I thought 
I would go over end see what it was 
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AMHERST,..............N. o
___________ Jnlyl8-3m

ROBERT BECKWITH,
Attomey-at-Law, Conveyancer, &c.

DORCHESTER, N. B.

Business Cards.

DR. W. H. GRAHAM,
DENTIST.

Offloo: CUgneeto Hall, SaekvUle.

R. BARRY SMITH,
Barrister, Solicitor and Notary,

Main Street, - - Monoton, N. B,
A. D. RICHARD, LL. B.,

Attorier-ai-Liw, Notary Pntilic, tit., tic,
DOECHB8TER, N.B.

Special Attention given to the collection 
of Accounts in all parts of the 

United States and Canada.

A. E. OULTON,
barrister-at-law, solicitor,

notary Public, Conveyancer, Etc. 
Omoi ------ A. L. Palmer’s Building,

Dorchester, N. B.

D. I. WELCH,
Attorne y-a t-I, a w, 

CONVEYANCER, Ao.
OFFICE.................................... MAIN ST.

MONCTON, N. B.
All Legal Business attended to promptly.

W. W. WELLS,
Barrister- at1-Law, Notary Public, 

Conveyancer, Ao.
Office:............ In the Court Hante,

DOBCHESTÏB, IT. 8.
Special attention given to the Collection 

of Debts in all parts of the Dominion and 
the United States. may7

J. R. CAMERON,
Emis & Gardner Bluet, Prince Wm. Street, 

ST. JOHN, N. B.
DEALE* IN

American and Canadian Oils, Chan
delle», German-Study, and Eff- 

lith and American Lamps, 
Burners, Wloka, Ao.

VICTORIA

STEAM CONFECTIONERY WORKS,
J. R. WOODBURN ft 00.,

44 & 46 DOCK STREET,

H.^. k“srBD"’ } ST.JOHN,N. B.

L. WESTERQAARD k CO.,
Ship Agents * Ship Brokers

(Consulate of the Netherlands,) 
(Consulate of Austria End Hungary,)

No. 127 WALNUT STREET,

Jl. westeeoaabd, > Philadelphia. 
GEO. S. TOWNSHEND, j July 24

TT?

AVE REBUILT and ate now run- 
ning the

RHODES, CURRY & CO.
AMHERST, IV. S.

H
Amherst Wood-Working Factory,
And with the aid of good men and good 
machinery are prepared to fill orders at 
short notice for

Doors, Sashes, Blinds, Window and Door 
Frames, Brackets and Mouldings of 

all Descriptions, Kiln Dried Lum
ber and Building Material, 

Planing, Sawing, Ac.

Kg^Stores ami' Offices fitted out. All 
orders promptly attended to.

MANHOOD
HOW LOST, HBW RE8T0RED !

We have recently published a 
MlNev Edition ef Dr. Oulver- 

well’s Celebrated Essay
Bf the radical and permanent cure 

(without medicine) of Nervous 
Debility, Mental and Physical Incapacity, 
Impediments to Marriage, etc., resulting 
from excesses

XaF^Price, ia a sealed envelope, only 6 
cents, or two postage mmpe.

The celebrated author, in this admirable 
Essay clearly demonstrates, from thirty 
years* successful practice, that alarming 
consequences may be radically cured with
out the dangerous use of internal medicine 
or the use of the knife; pointing 
out a mode of cure at once simple, certain 
and effectual, by means of which every 
sufferer, no matter what hie condition may 
be, may cure himself cheaply, privately 
and raduaily.

§gf**This Lecture should be in the hands 
of every youth and every man in the land. 
Address

TBICULVBBWELL MEDICAL 00.,
41 Aip St., New Toe*, 

Post Office Box, 460. jan28

Hours from » a.
julyS tf

m. till G p. m.

DR. E. T. GAUDET,
Physician and Surgeon. 

Oman : Opposite St. Joseph's College, 
mbmramcook, r. b.

ofTO£“Ï5K* tss-

J. WILSON & CO.
MA*UZAOTU***S or

Marbleized Slate Mantles

BEALBBB I*

Stoves, Ranges, &c.
104 PRINCE WM. STREET,

ST. JOHN, - ---------M. B.

Travellers Column.

Cumberland Hotel,
PARRSBORO*, N. $.

TWENTY yards from Railway Station. 
Sample rooms. Livery stable.

•*Pt7 THOS. MAHONEY.

Br Sail Way'. .. tiC

[MW

V. F. GOLEHAH, I. D.
Afemb. Boy. Col. Surg., Eng.

OCULIST AND ADRIST
TO ST. JOHN GENERAL PUBLIC HOSPITAL, 

FX&JLdTXCSS I.XMITED TO

EYE Ai EAR.
OFFICE 40 COBURG ST. ST. JOHN, N. B.

DR. MORSE,
AMHEBST, 2ST„ 8. 

graduate ef Edinburgh University,

Physician and Surgeon

SPECIAL attention devoted to the 
Diseases peculiar to Females and 

Children. aug4

Harness. Harness.
20 Sets Silver Plated Harness,

Hanes ii Nickel, Brass am Jappant!.

THESE Harness are thoroughly made 
and of the very best material.

Parties in want, please give me a call 
before purchasing elsewhere, as I will not 
be undersold by any in the trade.

C. B. GODFREY.
Dorchester, May 6th, 1880.

E. Me BSTBY,
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DRUGGIST.

Medical Hall, 
Moncton, - - - - IV. B.

DEALER IN

Chemicals, Druggist Sundries, Per
fumery, Essential Oils, Patent 

Médecines, Sponges, &c.
We buy dikect and are in a position to 

quote Goods as chx^p as any City House. 
k$"Orders receive prompt attention. 

jan6—1 year

Bank of Nova Scotia.

An agency of this bank h.»
been opened in the

DUNDEE BUILDING, 

WINNIPEO-.

Emigrants to the North-West
Can obtain at any office of this Bank, 
Drafts upon Winnipeg, Emerson and 
Brandon. v

•X. M. HAY,
Agent Bank of Nova Scdtia, 

may25—3m AMHERST, N. S.

Saw Works!
J. F. LAWTON, • • Proprietor.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

Job Work, oj every descrip
tion, neatly done, at low rates 
at this Office

Ms, Tacks and Brads.
S. R. FOSTER & SpN,

MANUFACTURERS OF

CUT NAILS;
ALL KINDS OF

Shoe Nails, Tacks & Brads.
OOm, Wartime and Mane&otory i 

George. Street,
ST. JOHN, 3Sri B-

C79 A WEEK. $12 a day at home 
Zp* ml easily made. Costly outfit free. 
Address T*u* k Co., Augusta, Maine.

'SUL RAILWAY.

If82 SUMMER AEBAN6EMEMT 1

0N, MONDAY, the 3rd
July, the Trains will run daily 

(Sunday excepted) as fellows : J

. WILL LEAVE SACKVILLK:

Express for St. John and Quebec, 18.12 a.m. 
Express for Halifax and Pictou, 4.00 a. m. 
Accommodation for Moncton,.. 8.48 a. m. 
Express for Halifax and Pictou, 1.04 p. m. 
Express for St. John & P. du Chene 2.12 p.m. 
Accommodation for Amherst and 

Spring Hill.............................. 8.64 p. m.

WILL LEAVE DORCHESTER :

Express for St. John and Quebec, 12.86 a.m. 
Express for Halifax and Pictou, 3.86 a. m. 
Accommodation for Moncton.. ..9.33 a. m. 
Express for Halifax and Pictou, 12.87 p. m. 
Express for St.John & P.duChene, 2.89p.m. 
Accommodation for Amherst and 

Spring Hill...............................8.10 p. m.

The Exprèsi Train from Quebec runst o 
Halifax and St. John on Sunday mornisg, 
and the Express Train from Halifax and 
St. John runs to Campbellton on Sunday 
morning.

fi>. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent 

Railway Office, Mencton, N. B., )
June 27th, 1882. )

PARTNERSHIP

THE undersigned hare catered into 
Co-partnership as general partners 

to manufacture and consign goods, under 
the name and firm of
F. J. HEBERT &. CO.

FERDINAND J. HEBERT. 
OBELINE HEBERT.

Shediac, N. B., Sept. 15th, 1881.

Snow Shade
Is the Shado that you will Obtain 

by Washing with
MRS. HEBERT’S

Liquid Blueing
The Beat ia the Cheapeat >
It is the best, because it will not spot the 

clothes.
It is the best, because it gives a desirable

It is the best, because it will not injure 
the finest fabric.

It is the cheapest, because a can of it con
tains a half-a-pint.

It is the cheapest, because a ean of it will 
doxas much w ashing as eight boxes of 
the Pearl Blue.

It is the cheapest,' because it shades the 
clothes, and

MAKES A WRITING INK
which will not corrode the pen.

Keep It Out of the Frost, and Satisfaction Is 
Guaranteed.

PUT UP BY
F. J. HEBERT & CO.,
dec29 SHEDIAC, N. B.

Raisins, Cheese, &c.

50 B
JUST RECEIVED :

OXES COOKING RAISINS; 
60 boxes Cheese, prime new ; 

100 boxes Macaroni—Italian ;
44 boxes Vermicelli—Italian ;
3 barrels Ground Ginger ;
9 bags Walnuts.
LOW TO THE TRADE.

Stephens & Figgurek,

DOCK STREET. ST. JOHN, N. B.

For the Best and Cheapest Sheet Iron

ROOFING
|*ddrm SCOTT 1 CO., Mwrtnil, Qwkie.

WESLEYAN
LADIES’ COLLEGE,

HAMILTON, ONTARIO,
W1U Re-open SEPTEMBER 1st, 1882.

The First Ladles* College in the Dominion. Thor- 
ouglily equipped in Literature, Science, Languages, 
Music and Art. For terms, Ac., address the Principal,

A. BURNS, D. D., LL. D.

MAKE HENS LAY!
A N English Veterinary Surgeon and Chemist, now 
r\ travelling in this country, says that most of th i 
Horse and Cattle Powders sold here are worthies 
trash. He says that Sheridan's Condition Powder 
are absolutely pure and immensely valuable. No
thing on earth will make hens lay like Sheridan s 
Condition Powders. Dose, one teaspoonfol to one 
pint food. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for eight 
letter stamps. I. 8. JOHNSON A CO., Boston, 
Mass., formerly Bangor, Mo.__________ junc21-ly

DIPHTHERIA!

JOHNSONU -ANODYNE LINIMENT wUl IMf- 
"lively prevent this torribft'aisease, and will__ ___ y prevent uns lerrmro

positively cure nine cases out of ten. Information

14

y

r

-ivoe, eoaiv »«ct» u, v—DfUt
invention is better than cure.

L B. JOHNSON ft CO., Boston, Mass., formerly 
Bangor, Me. jun»21-ly

_______save many lives, sent free by pail
delay a moment. Pror*“ *u°n

FW.V.
—~~~~

—---

.. - -’-il*-- . _____-


